enemy trenches single-handed. A chunk of red hot
metal tore into the earth a few feet above my head.
I lost interest in the upper world and wished to God
I had dug my funk-hole deeper. The whole earth
shooL

I must get out! I must get out! I remembered
cycling through the rain of an English November
afternoon, in my pocket the notes taken at the rural
district council's annual meeting, praying as I
wobbled past pools and pot-holes, for an escape from
boredom*

The barrage ceased, our losses were surprisingly
low but my nerve was very badly shaken.
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